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Author's Notes: 
A way for me to let some emotions out. | recently lost someone bet close to me and thought this would help. 


| have fo Tell you something 

You wouldn't respond. You wouldn't tell me what was going on. 

What's wrong? 

| knew you weren't in good condition but | didn't think it was this bad. 

He's fucking gone. 

The cause wasn't all that surprising, how it quickly it happened was. 

Gone? Gone where? Did he get transferred? Please fell me youre not saying what | think you're saying, please. 
You knew; you fucking knew it was getting worse. But you didn't say anything. You tried to be strong, tried to 
be a team player and keep this going. In the end that's what got you too. 

How else am | supposed to say it?! He's dead, he's gone, there's no sugar coating something like this! 


It's just not fair. Everyone's got to go sometime | know. Everyone's got to go as long as it's not my parent, my 


kid, my brother, my sister, my friend Everyone's saying how we have to keep the band going, got to move 


forward. How can we? It's literally starting over. After thirty fucking years together how can we just get 
someone else to show up and expect it to work? Just get Gary to do if; you're good friends aren't you? It's not 
the same. 


We told you to stop drinking, we told you to be careful, we told you to be safe. You didn't listen It's not as if 
the bite was your fault but you could have taken better care. Cut these three things out and he'll be fine. You 
relied on it too much. For god's sake, even Kathy tried to help and you didn't listen to her either. You didn't 
listen to anyone. You'd stop and a few months later be right back in the same hole only a little deeper. Why 
didn't you just talk about it? We were all there, you could've told us at any time. Any one of us would've been 
more than happy to help you out. Your introverted and quiet nature just helped you get further down the hole 
you were already in. Maybe some of this is my fault, or all of our faults. We could have seen the signs, we 


could have asked you ‘Hey are you doing alright?*, we could have.. 
Tom? Are you still there? 


I'm sitting here crying my fucking eyes out because | know I'll never be able to share the same stage with you 
ever again. I'm sitting thinking of the last things | said, the last messages | got, the last time | saw you. Now I'l 
never see you again I'll never see that smile, never hear another solo, never hear your voice, never write 
another song together. I'm sitting here thinking of stuff | should have said and stuff | shouldn't have. A lot of 
the times we don't realise what we've got until it's gone and usually that's the most important things in our 
lives. It might sound like a terrible cliché but it's true. Its there and it knows we don't know how much we 


need it but it doesn't say anything. It just stays there and then it's gone. 


| don't know where you are now. I'd like to think heaven, wherever that is, but you didn't really believe in all 
that so | can't really be sure. Maybe you're an angel now, although you'd probably hate the thought of that, 


unless it was an angel of death. But hey, who knows? 


Nine years ago we did the show for the Still Reigning video. | like to think you still are reigning; somewhere out 
there. Maybe you're with all the other fallen heroes: Randy, Dime, Ronnie, Cliff.everyone else who was taken in 
the blink of an eye. You're there with them rocking out and playing your heart out and playing the loudest, 
fastest music in the world. In a lot of ways you were the band. You wrote and put so much into it. You didn't 
want to go and we didn't want you to either. Yes, your playing wasn't a hundred percent there; yes, you 
couldn't always be with us; yes, you couldn't be completely part of the band anymore. But that didn't mean 
you had to just go away. You could still write and compose and come up with new things. You could still sit in 


the studio to work with us. You could still do so much. 


You're gone, but you definitely won't be forgotten. No one else on this planet could have done what you did or 


even come close to doing it. There's no replacing you. 


Reign in peace, Jeff 


